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The Whiskey 


Author's Notes: 
| do not own any of the characters all rights go to everyone it belongs too 


Also 

Me and sqsixx will be the thoughts and voices for different characters as follows 
Duff- mogs 

Axl- mogs 

Nikki- sq.sixx 

lzzy- sgsixx 

Everyone else is played by both of us. 

Enjoy the story! :) 


Nikki Sixx's POV 


1985 Los Angeles was a non stop sea of teased hair, heavy makeup, and posers. The chicks were all fake as 


shit. Silicone, collagen, lypo. Friends were fakes who stabbed you the first chance they could. Family.fuck family, 
they aren't worth my words. But in the midst of all this bullshit | realized that | could sell it right back to 
these fake fucks. My band, Motley Crue is preparing to go on tour again. This time shit will be a lot bigger 
than the last times we went out. This time we headline. l'm calling this tour The Theatre Of Pain Tour, after 
our album. | think the fans will fucking love Home Sweet Home. | think it just might be the greatest song I'l 
ever write. We already filmed a video for it, mostly recycled concert footage. The record company will spend 


more on videos when we generate more cash. 


But right now I'm home and bored as fucking hell. Its fucking weird to come off a tour. You honestly don't 
know what to do with your fucking self. Life on the road is like a traveling party and fuck fest. But when you 
get home you're all of the sudden no longer the center of this little universe where you are God. You hit your 
ass on the ground and basically bide your time until you can get back to that place. That's what I'm doing as 
we speak. Seeking distraction and biding my time. | need drugs. 


Well the best place to obtain that shit is on Sunset. Think I'll go to the Whiskey and hunt out a dealer. | have a 
sixxth sense for finding them, pun intended. So | get on my bike and ride. It's a very warm night so a sleeveless 
shirt is fine. Once | make it to the strip I'm surrounded. Suddenly everyone's your friend. Everybody knows you. 
They all follow you. It's fucking weird. Not so long ago their noses turned up at me in my high heels and 
makeup. Now half the dudes here can pass for drag Queens. Now every poser band is trying to be just like us. 
Fucking fakes. 


Naturally | get ushered right in the front door past a line waiting around the block. The Whiskey is where it all 
started for us. Nice of them to remember that too. Drinks on the house, why the fuck not Mr. Bartender. So | 
grab the shot of Jack Daniels sat before me and guzzle it. Some blond, teased hair, short skirted, silicone doll 
comes up and just sticks her tongue in my ear. Well, OK sweetheart, I'll keep you in mind if | want my dick 
sucked later. But sex isn't the issue at hand. That was far too easy to get. | want drugs. The harder the 
fucking better. I'm not a selective drug user, any and all work for me, and as much as my fucking body will 


take before it says "fuck you Nikki, we're done". 


My eyes scan the darkness as | wait for the bartender to refill my shot glass. Off in the back | see a couple 
of kids | know. Slash and Steven. They snuck in the Starlight to see me when | still played in London. They were 
like 14 so | bought them drinks and listened to them tell me how awesome | was. Nice kids, wanted to be in a 
band so bad. Maybe they are. Across from them is a blonde and a red head. They have the looks of being in a 
band, but they aren't all dolled up like Sunset whores. 


| watch as a guy seats himself next to the red head. He was skinny as hell, in a white button down shirt three 
sizes too big that was wrinkled and not buttoned. His black leather pants were tight, but looked as if he would 
gain I5 pounds and still fit in them. He was pale as fuck. He seemed to watch every one and everything. The red 
head leans over to him and whispers something. His reply is but a simple smile and a nod. He looked 


uncomfortable though, like his mind was elsewhere. 


| down a couple more shots and consider going over to say hi. | keep trying to watch as people keep coming up 


to me with smiles, Hello's, you remember when's and all that bullshit. | notice someone approach them at the 


table. A sickly looking guy. The dark haired guy rolls his eyes as the guy addressed him. Without saying 
anything he reaches in his pocket. Then | see the all knowing slide of hand. Oh shit, he was a dealer! I'm 
definitely going over to say hi now! 


After about seven or eight more shots I'm feeling a bit more social. | push myself aff my bar stool and make 
my way to the back where they lurk in their shadowed booth. | hear the laughter of the two blondes as Slash 


recants some tale of fucking some chick earlier that night while Steven robbed her purse. Then Slash sees me. 
"Oh shit dude, it's Nikki," he shakes Steven and points. 


"Long time no see kiddies, how's it hanging?" | smile and extend my hand out to Slash. He takes it as he's 
standing up and pulls me into a friendly hug. Next Steven monkey see monkey do's what Slash did. 


"Sit down man, meet my band,” Slash excitedly motions for me to squeeze into their booth. | do because it 
places me directly across from his drug dealing bandmate with the black hair. He drags from his cigarette and 
slightly tilts his head examining my every move. The redhead proceeds to tell me he's a fan of my work. The 
tall blonde feels free to throw in that he plays bass too. All of it | smile and reply to cordially. | keep waiting 
for the quiet observant one to talk but he doesn't say anything. He just watches. 


Half an hour in | know all their names and what they play. He's Izzy. Guitar. Songwriter. Then | notice him figit 
and sigh. | look up and notice another pale figure come into the shadows. "Hey Izzy, I've got 18, can you do 
something for that?" Again without a word he nods and reaches into his pocket. Again with the slide of hand. 
He sticks the cash in his pocket after quickly counting it out. None of the others seemed phased, but the red 
head next to him, Axl | believe it is, looks a little pissed. He quickly leans over, grabbing his arm and whispering 
something in his ear. Izzy sighs and shrugs him away. And | have yet to hear this motherfucker speak. 


"Whatcha holding?" | nod my head toward his pockets. His eyes lift up to mine for a split second before 
fluttering away. 


"Only the best smack around," Steven smirks. Then | think Axl kicks him from under the fucking table because 
he shouts "Ouch!" and scrunches his brows at the singer. Axl is giving him the evil eye. "Not like everyone 


here doesn't know," Steven scoffs. 


"Why don't we pass out fucking fliers you dumb shit! Maybe just scribble dealer across Izzy's forehead. You 
don't know who's a goddamn narc these days! Fucking idiot!" Axl screeches drawing more attention to the whole 
matter than Steven's little comment. 


‘Its cool," says Izzy. I'm a little shocked to finally learn it speaks. His voice was soft and quiet. He shakes his 
head slightly and looks up at me. "Excuse my totally nondescript bandmate." 


| just sit back and look at him more closely. Now that | know he sells junk it's pretty obvious to see that he 
gets high on his own supply. Junkies get distinctive looks after a while, things like pale skin in shades of white 
and yellow, gaunt faces, pupils slightly off, relaxed eyelids, racoon eyes. Yeah, he was a junkie. But for some 


reason this makes me smile internally. "I'll take all of it. How much?" | very seriously ask. 

He gives me an odd look | can't really make out. "End of the night, only have a couple folds left " he shrugs. 

"IIl take them," | state. 

His eyes quickly scan the surrounding areas. He reaches in his pocket and under maybe a dozen folds of wax 
paper. They are skimpy and pinched, but its drugs and I've got more than enough money to lose on a shit deal. 
Izzy pulls out three and lays nine on the table in front of me. "IbO," he says flatly. 

| smirk and pull out s couple hundreds. | toss them down in front of him. "Keep the change," and | wink Izzy 
slightly smiles and picks up the cash. | can't help but notice Axl giving me an evil eye now. It didn't come when | 
asked for drugs. It came the minute | winked at Izzy. Hummmmm, am | to surmise that the black haired dealer 
is property of the red head? Maybe | should change that, the guy was a dick. Izzy seemed too passive for 
such a raging asshole. "Is there a reason your eyes are throwing fucking daggers at me?" | Huff. 

‘lm fucking outta here," he fumes and practically leaps over Izzy and storms from the club. 

Izzy shyly smiles and scratches his head, "You'll have to excuse him, | haven't managed to sneak any Valium in 
his drinks tonight," the way he says it is completely serious and apologetic. The rest of them laugh as though 


this was him making a joke, or a very valid point. Maybe he has a dry sense of humor. 


So..wanna do some of this with me?" | ask him and motion to the smack. His eyes linger over to the blonde 


bassist beside him, Duff. 

"He will shit a gold fucking brick man," he slightly shakes his head. 

"Why the fuck do you act like he owns you?" Steven questions. 

"Because he fucking does," Slash whispers to Steven under his breath. 

A crooked smile comes to my lips because | think he just might swing both ways. 


"He don't own me," Izzy simply States, " he just acts like he does. | don't wanna hear his psycho rants so | just 
let him think he does and everyone lives happily ever fucking after." 


"Whatever man," Slash chuckles. 
Duff pipes up, "You should be thanking Izzy, not busting his fucking balls." 
Before anyone responded | jump in, "So Axis your..boyfriend?," | quiz. 


"No, he's my best friend. We grew up together," Izzy explains. 


"And fuck," Slash smirks. 


"Goddamnit Slash," Duff shakes his head, "is there any more of Izzy's personal shit you just wanna throw out 


there?" 
"How the fuck is it personal when we all know!" Slash shouts. 


Izzy sighs and does his best to just disappear telekenetically. Finally he looks at Duff. "I'm out," he says standing 
up. 


"Awe, don't get mad," Steven says. 


Izzy looks down at me sitting here. "You coming?" I'm guessing he wants that free hit now. 


The Fireball and lzzy 


Author's Notes: 
Co written by sqsixx 


AXL POV 

l'm at the whisky with my band again. We have yet to become famous, though | heard some of motley crue 
was here so | was hoping to run into Nikki and tell him | loved his work. Just then | heard my closest friend 
my band mate, my love sit down. He was as calm and collected as usual with his silky messy hair and hollow 
skin that seemed to shine no matter the weather jhe had his usual white shirt and leather pants on as he 
proceeded to light a cigarette. | lean over to him and whisper about how hot and loud it is he just smiles and 
nods.. Somethings up well more so than usual. Me and Iz can read each other like book due to the fact that we 


grew up together.. 


Just then a sickly looking guy comes up and nudges izzy in the arm quite rough holding out his palm as he 
looked expectantly at izzys pocket. Izzy just rolls his eyes and hands him a bag of whatever concoction he had 
on him. The person grabs the bag and scuttles off like a rat, vermin that's what they are filthy! | really don't 
like him selling drugs it's risky and toxic it's even worse that izzy does it too now! Well he'd been doing pot as 
long as | can remember but | don't mean that | mean the really bad stuff like heroin and coke. He said he'd quit 


them but he's lying he fucking knows | don't believe him but does that fucking stop him? No! 


Suddenly Steven and slash dragged a wild Nikki sixx, yes the Nikki sixx! To our shitty booth, we immediately 
start chatting duff telling Nikki about his bass and how he was a fan | told him that too, but | saw he was 


eyeing my izzy up with clear interest. | didn't like it not one bit izzy was mine and mine alone. 


Just as the thought came into my head a pale person asks izzy for drugs telling him he's got IB and what izzy 
can do for him as always iz reaches in and just hands it to him while taking the money, nobody says anything 


about it. 


Except me | whisper to izzy telling him | really don't like it when he does that not only does it worry me but 
freaks me out tool Izzy just shrugs. God | hate it when he does that he puts up an invisible barrier no one can 


see it except me but when he puts it up even | can't get through! 


Just then Nikki has the nerve to ask izzy about what he's holding, Izzy just looks away, and then Steven has to 
open his mouth and yell "only the best smack around!" | kick him, hard! "Ouch" he yelped "not like anyone 
doesn't know anyway.. " | proceed to scold Steven drawing a lot of attention to the situation Then out of 
nowhere | hear a soft voice, izzys voice telling me that its cool. Nikki had a shocked expression, ha probably 
didn't expect my iz to say anything. Then Nikki asks izzy for all of his stupid bags. | can see iz giving a odd look 
to sixx before saying yes and to come to him at the end of the night 


Izzy lays them on the table and flatly says 160 Nikki hands him a couple hundreds and says keep the change 
while winking. HOW DARE HE FLIRT WITH MY IZZY! | scowl at him and he huffs while smirking asking me why | 
was giving him a evil eye! That fucker knows damn well why! 


‘lm outta here" | state practically jumping a chilled out izzy. Storming off out of the god damn club. 


Black and Crome Harley 


Author's Notes: 
All you Axl an duff fans will like chapter four ;) *-* 


Izzy's POV 


| start walking through the throngs of humid sweaty bodies. | see every face but my eyes meet none. | notice 
a flickering beer sign above the bar. A chick slaps some guy who grabs her ass. The carpet is peppered in 
cigarette burns. | dont even turn to see if this Nikki guy is following me, but I'm willing to bet he's back there 
behind me. 


| knew of him. | actually took his spot as bassist in London after he quit to form Motley Crue. Obviously he's 
unaware of that. Im not surprised. Im not that ‘look at me look at me' type of person. That was a trait usually 


adopted by lead singers! oughta know, | have one of my very own lurking around here somewhere sulking. 


Axl's..difficult to say the least, but we have a history that predates everything here in LA. We knew 
everything there was to know about one another, all the bad habits, emotional triggers, dirty secrets, inuendos, 
happiness, and pain. We have a connection that you just cant fucking break. We could at times be each others 


addiction and cure. And at times we were the oil on each others water. Its a batshit crazy frienfship. 


And it is just a friendship, well, for me anyway. | dont know what it fully is to Axl. | mean he does his own 
thing, | do mine, and we meet somewhere in the middle. Yeah we fuck, but its not all sweet and emotional with | 
love you's and shit. Love..thats a very baited word and in general its just best to not throw it around. Sure lve 
said it to people before, but the essence of the meaning was rather lacking if you catch my drift. No, what me 
and Axl had was much deeper than a shallow clusterfucked word like love. Its not so much that hes possessive 
of me. Its more that hes concerned about me. | know, he shows shit in the most off balance ways sometimes, 
makes people think one thing when | alone know he means another. | just guess nobody understands the way he 
ticks like | do. | get his whole little floor show he had earlier. He doesnt like Nikki. One, Nikki had made it and we 
haven't. Two, | sold him drugs and my day job scared the hell out of him. Third, he's A junkie and Axl just 
doesn't have a lot of sympathy for fiends. Four, he flirted with me, in which Axl just doesn't like to subject 
himself to my outside sex life. | extend that same courtesy to him and his. Though we tell each other 
everything so it sorta defeats the purpose.like | said, it's complicated. 


| step out of the smoke filled club and pause to take in a fresh breath of night air. It's nice but i feel the need 
to taint my lungs. | pull out a cigarette and pop it to my lips striking my lighter under it. | inhale and the 
cherry glows red. 


"So where we doing this?" A voice asks beside me. | look over next to me to see Nikki. Hes too is lighting a 
cigarette. He was taller than me but shorter than Duff. His eyes were pale, they had green in them, but not 
pea green like Axl. No, Nikki's were more like the bluish green foamy color of the ocean. The black hair really 


made them pop out. He had a really innocent looking face, but EVERYONE knows he's anything but that. Nikki 
had quite the reputation for being a egotistical cocky fucker. So far he's not quite as | expected. 


"Not my fucking place," | huff and exhale. 


He smirks at me, "Avoiding someone?" | hear the sarcasm in his voice. The interested smile on his face seems 


like he's really enjoying the complications of Axl. 


"Axl isn't there, he lives with his girlfriend | just dont want to deal with the two drunk fucks i just left back 


there," i motion to back inside. 


He just shrugs as if he doesn't believe me. "So.car? Taxi? Walking? And you didn't specify a location," he 
casually thumps his cigarette. 


"| dunno, wherever.how'd you get here?" | ask. 
"Bike," He points to a black and chrome fucking Harley sitting at the curb. 


My eyebrows raise in anticipation because i wanna ride that thing. | guess he notices the way | notice his bike. 
"Want to ride?" He curiously smiles and c ocks his head toward his bike. But i keep my emotions under wraps. 
Some people can read into that shit, and the fewer assholes there were in my head, the better. "Where to?" | 
shrug. 


The side of his mourh curls up and i can see his teeth sparkle, "How about my place? No drunk roommates, 


just me," hes quite charming and inviting, but | already know from horror stories not to trust him. 
| toss my cigarette to the curb and grind it out with my heel, "Yeah, sure." 


So | climb onto the back of this black fucking monster behind him. He quickly cranks it and we take off fast 
enough for my neck to pop. Instincts take over and my arms quickly wrap around him and hold on. | cant help 
but catch the smirk that crosses his face in the rearview mirror. How transparent, but overall effective. Then 
| just relax and ride through the night. We drive for quite a while. He lived in Sun Valley. Just a run of the mill 
average middle class house. | guess | was expecting pentagrams and swastikas painted on the front door, | 
dunno, the place just didn't seem like him. 


He unlocks the door and strolls in leaving me to find my own way. | shut his door behind me as he tosses his 
keys down on a little breakfast nook. | cant help nut notice he barely has any furnitute in the place and white 
fucking stir crazy walls with nothing on them. "Been here long?" | cant help but ask. 


"Bout a year, not here much, usually out on the road you know." He sighs and keeps walking down the corridor 


past the living room. He had a laid back stroll when he walked. It seemed to say he didnt give a fuck. And most 
likely he dont. He opens a door and looks over his shoulder to make sure im following. "My room, its got the 
TV," he smiles and goes in. 


| walk in behind him and have to keep my jaw from dropping. This is obviously the only room he has ever used. 
| see smashed Jack Daniels bottles all over, empty chip bags, candy wrappers, plastic lemons, dirty needles, and 
more womens undergarments than an entite strip club. The sheets are brown, not sure if thats coincidence or 
grime. He plops across his bed and reaches for a plastic lemon on the night stand while striking his lighter and 


lighting a candle. Then he sits up indian style and fished in his pocket for the folds i sold him. 
His eyes dart to the bed, "Sit, stay a while." 


| sit on the bed and just watch as he cooks up a fix. ts such a detailed little ritul us users love. So many little 
steps that lead to this ultimate reward. Shooting smack was a feeling unlike any other. It was as close to 
perfection as you could possibly feel. It was your heaven on earth. The only problem was, you kept chasing 
that first time again, but there can only be one. Sure you get high still, but its never like the first time, you 
know that but you still try to achieve that shit. And thus, addictions are born, 


Nikki opens the drawer and pulls out a clean needle to my surprise, those motherfuckers were a luxury! One i 
usually didn't have. Ill probably die of fucking Aids or Hepatitis or some shit. But i was living a live fast, die 
young kind of lifestyle. And so was he. | watch him draw up the honey amber Persian and my mouth starts to 
water. | want it. | feel a tremble of anticipation in my hands. | feel my palms getting clammy. | inadvertently 
scratch my arm. Nikki's eyes pop up at that. He blinks at me, "Wanna go first?" He extends it out to me and i 
dont fucking hesitate to grab it. | line it up over a vein in the back of my hand in 2.2 seconds. Pop. 


| feel my eyes getting heavier and heavier as it becomes a race to push the plunger down before i nod out. 
Nikki made this shit fucking strong. Stronger than i dose myself just chipping. | pull the needle out and let 
myself just lay back across his bed with the needle limply held in my hand. | groan and a weak smile covers 


my face. 
"Mmm," i hear Nikki purr as he takes the needle from my hand, "looks fun. My turn’ 


| turn my head and will my eyes to watch him repeat the little ritual for himself. His eyes slowly run down my 
body. Hes checking me out again. | honestly dont know if i like it or if im just really really fucking high. He licks 
his lips and then nips the bottom one. He slightly shakes the look off his face and concentrates on the ritual. 


"You know, part of me would rather take advantage of you than get high." 


My lips part but what do | even say to his little advances? | mean, shit, im nothing, no one, and he gets to be 
Nikki Sixx. Who wouldn't want to fuck him? But | dont want to be his, and | quote, "ten seconds to love." Its 
different being with a guy for more than the obvious reasons. See theres also this dominance and this 
submissiveness that happens. You have to trust them, plain and simple. With a chick you don't read as much 
into shit. Theres less feeling, less respect, less of a foundation to build your house on. Nikki looks to me like the 


guy, or girl, anything goes, type who doesnt put a hell of a lot of feeling in anything. This is the kind of guy to 
tell you to fuck off, he's better at doing his own shit. 


He slides the needle under his skin and draws in a breath. He starts pushing down and looks at me again as a 
mirror of my smile sweeps his face too. "Ugh," he smirks, "you really do have the best,” his words slowly 
come out as his head starts to droop. The needle is still clenched in his hand and poking into his vein. 


"Hey," i nudge him with my elbow. 


He comes to a little and pulls it out. It tumbled from his fingertips to the floor. | watch it in slow motion it 
seems. Nikki moans again and his head slowly drops once more this time finding its way to rest on my bony 
ass hip. | smile and just quit fighting it. | go with it and my eyes slowly close. This is heaven and i dont wanna 


leave it ever. 


Wishfull thinking 


AXL POV 

| was walking down the sunset strip late in the cold winter night passing all the junkies and hookers. Cooling off 
after one of my latest episodes from earlier, how dare sixx flirt with my Izzy I'm the only one for him always 
have and always will | love Izzy so much. Or do | love the idea of him? Ah I'm not sure all | know is | feel like a 


junkies first high when I'm with that mysterious shadow.. 


We were partners in crime me and him,always getting into some sort of trouble. Be it setting fire to trash 
cans or spray painting the head teachers office even smoking a bit of pot on the train tracks. A bit like beeves 
and butthead really.. Then there was the times when my dad and step-dad did awful things that | can't even 
think about without having a mini panic attack. All | remember is when my dad had given me a particularly 
nasty beating and | ran to the only person that had ever shown me love.. Izzy, God his face when | climbed in 
through his window seeing as he never shut it, | always told him to because | worried that someone would get 
him. But that night I'm glad he didn't listen to my scolding. He pulled me in, gently climbing off the bed into the 
bathroom to get some bandages. He's so caring. As he started to wrap my wounds | gently grabbed his thin 
hand, God he was so fragile, still is mind you. He looked at me with his large soft soulless eyes wondering why | 
had stopped him. Then | did something, never thought | would be the first one to make the move and kiss him 
but, God l'm glad | did. The kiss was a it timid at first but as | licked his bottom lips asking him to let me in. 
Thankfully he did and a battle for dominance began. No way was | bottoming, not in my nature.. | won and Izzy 
slowly let me lead him to the bed. While | was reminiscing on the start of me and my lovers somewhat sweet 
loyal but tiresome relationship | suddenly remembered that Nikki had said something about him and Izzy going 
off to do the drugs that Izzy had gave him.. 


That fucker was probably going to tie him up and sacrifice him the fucking Lord Satan! | can not have that! 
Izzy is my best friend and | refuse to let him travel down the highway to helll Even though that's probably 
where we're going to end up eventually at the rate we're going.. Still Sixx has probably taken him to his hell 


hole otherwise known as the Nikki sixx house. Wait! | know who will know where the terror twin lives.. 


Guess it's time to go find a crazy curly haired half beast and a babbling ball of sunshine. Hang on Izzy l'm 
gonna save youl | yell out startling a lot of dealers as | bolt down the grimy road through the drug and rat 
infested ally's ,back to the whiskey leaving a trail of Amber flamed tinted hair tagging along behind me and my 
blazing eyes filled with determination 


DUFF POV 

Nikki and Izzy had just left to go do, what l'm assuming is a fuck ton of smack. I'll admit | don't like to see Izzy 
tearing himself apart with is drugs just so he won't feel the sadness anymore... I'd like to believe that Axl is 
the one who once made my hollowed eyed Angel smile. But | don't think Axl is going to be able to see just how 
depressed and torn apart Izzy actually is. | know Axl and Izzy love each other very much. But for Axl it's a 
passionate lust filled romance with little will to let go off the past. Where as Izzy would very much like to get 
out the past and forget it all together. He loves Axl Whether it's platonic or not I'm not quite sure but | know 
the love is there, they have this special bond that just can't be broken, not by Axls dad not by Izzys dealing 


not even Nikki fucking sixx! Can't Axl see that his treasure isn't going to be stolen from a fiery haired dragon, 
but burnt by him instead if he keeps Izzy on this FRICKIN leash like a pet dog. Izzy is no dog he's a mysterious 
wolf, a lone one at that.. Can't he see that Izzy is a free spirit bound to his soul connected to his dark 
thoughts that consume him in a dark cloud of pain and wishful thinking 


| love Izzy unconditionally no matter what he does. | know l'm no saint either, what with all the alcohol and coke. 
but can't he see if he keeps this up he's not only going end up killing himself but everyone who cares and | 


dare say loves him 


I'm sitting with a vey drunk slash and Steven They can't hold their liquor like | can, one might say in the 
champion when it comes to drinking.. Never met anyone who could out drink me. Well everyone except Izzy. 
That man could drink like a camel if he wanted to. Though he usually stays sober because he's the only one 
who can control Axl when he's drunk its almost like he has this special ability to help Axl see the actual 
person he's being when he's drunk Axl seems to either be a lovey drunk is a depressed one. Izzys the only one 
that knows what triggers his depression that's why Izzy is axls lifeline the only thing that can make Axl snap 
out of it. It's quite impressive actually.. I've never actually seen Izzy drunk | don't think slash or Steven have 
either 

| wonder what type of drunk he would be though.. 


Just then a wild extremely determined and flustered Axl rose shows up out of nowhere demanding slash and 
Steven to tell him where Nikki sixx's house is. But slash and Steven being completely drunk decided that it 
would be hilarious to just start cackling wildly like a pack of hyenas. Wrong move. 


A sick lazy and a broken window 


Author's Notes: 
Co written by sqsixx 


AXL POV 

| slam my fist on the table so hard that it made a pretty significant mark, | did not have time for a bunch of 
drunk giggling junkies laughing as if | had just said that the earth was pink and fluffy! 

| grabbed Steven by the chest hair seeing as he wasn't wearing a shirt for some reason, in fact neither was 


slash... | wonder why? 


| held him high so that his feet left the grimy ground dangling suspended in mid air. Immediately the laughing 
stopped Steven looked petrified | almost felt guilty. As | was about to start shouting obscenities, duff gently 
pried my strong shaking hands off Steven causing him and his fluffy hair to drop forcefully on the ground. 
Didn't know | had him so high.. 


DUFF POV 
| took axls hands off popcorn the poor drummer was shaking.. He was drunk as hell. | gently ushered him and 


slash off in the direction of some friendly looking rockers who | drunk with occasionally they were chill dudes. 


| turned back to a fuming red head who was now screaming at me asking how he was going to find Nikki sixx's 
house now. | carefully explained that nikki's house was in sun valley and that it was pretty close. AXL still 
looked pretty pissed off but | guess that was a good enough answer because he took off as if his butt was on 
fire screaming bloody murder and cursing Nikki sixx to go back to the hell that he crawled from. 


To be honest | don't think Nikki s a really as bad as Axl makes him seem.. Although | don't want him anywhere 
near the rhythm guitarist there's no doubting he's a bad influence on Izzy but Izzy is unfortunately attracted 
to troubled individuals. Axl is proof of that. But Izzy is pretty fucked up too so it usually leads to even more 
trouble. Can't Izzy see that I'd protect and love him unconditionally? | sighed as | left the club to head back to 
the shit hole that is the house the band shares. 


Nikki's POV 


| awoke to the sound of the glass breaking. | jump up and look over at my bedroom window. Its fucking broken 
and one of the huge rocks that had been in my yard is now in the middle of my bedroom floor. What the 
fuck? | get up noticing izzy asleep on my bed as he had been after we got high. | stagger to the window and 
look out. | see that crazy red headed singer, Axl. He starts screaming obsenities at me and demanding to know 


where lzzy is. 


| lean out of my broken window, "Fuck off! And you're fixing this window!" | shout down at him. 


"No not without Izzy! He's in there, isn't. He?!" 

| sigh and glance over my shoulder, Izzy hasn't moved. | look back down at Axl and shrug, "Yeah..." 

"Open the fucking door now! Dont make me break another fucking windowll" He screams. 

Fucking shit. Not his boyfriend my fucking ass. | wander down the hall to my front door. | unlock it and Axl is 
pushing it open before i can even turn the knob. He's lucky I'm high as shit, otherwise I'd just fucking shoot 
him. I'd get away with it, he tried to break in But, alas, I'm just too fucking high for violence. 


Axl shoves me away from the door and barges in, "Where the fuck is he?!" He demands. 


| scratch my chest and try holding my eyes open, "My room," | say and lead the way, with the walls help of 


course. | can here Axl commenting on how fucked up | am. Wait till he sees Izzy. 

He storms in my room. "Oh my god, Izzy!" He throws himself over my bed beside Izzy. He sticks his ear to his 
chest. Then he leans up and grabs him by the jaws. "Izzy get up!" But izzy doesn't even move. Axl sits up and 
glares over at me. He raises his hand and slaps the fucking dog shit out of Izzy. 

Izzy gasps and jumps. His eyes open. "Mmmm, I'm up Billy..what?" 

"Come on, its time to go," Axl says pulling him up by his arms, way too fast. Izzy throws up. Axl must be used 
to this because he jumps aside just in time to miss being puked on. | rather think | would have enjoyed it 
better if he did get puked on | had plans for his raven haired guitarist later. 

Izzys eyes are rolling back in his head. He is so fucking out of it. Axl glares back at me. He shakes his head at 
me. He wraps izzys arm around his shoulder and raises izzy to his feet. Axls having to do most of the work 
because Izzys pretty fucking limp. His head falls forward. 

"Come on Izzy! | need you to wake up and walk with mel” Axl struggles to hold him up. 


Izzy just moans. "| dont..wanna." 


"You have to, we have to gol" Axl tries to explain, but its not like Izzys hearing him and understanding, fuck i 
barely comprehend this shit myself right now. 


"Mmmm, go back to sleep Axe," Izzy incoheriently mumbles as Axl fights even harder to hold izzy up. See, told 
you he wasn't. Comprehending shit, he doesn't. Even know where he is. He thinks hes probably at home in bed. 


"Dont just stand there, fucking help me!" Axl barks at me. 


"| ain't going nowhere," i say. 


"How the fuck do i wake him up you stupid fucking junkie?!" He screams at me. 


| faintly smirk, "Time..or a lot of coke." 


AXL POV 


| look at him dumbfounded he wants to give my poor Izzy coke?! 
"You want to give him more drugs?!" | yell 


His smile just grows. That sick fuck! | grab Izzy and hold him bridal style holding the fragile man gently in my 
strong arms while running down the steep stairs and out the house. | didn't look back, no way! My Izzy needs 
someone to help him and God fucking dammit I'm the only one here to do it. | run down the sunset strip 


knocking over a few news paper stands as me and a sick Izzy trail down the road. 


Finally | reach the hell house and kick the moulding door in "oops" | rush into the living room and gently place 
the sick half unconscious Izzy on the dilapidated couch that | still wanted to get rid of. Izzy wouldn't let me 
though it's like he loves the couch more than his drugs like | swear that him and that couch got married 


secretly on a far away island while | wasn't looking. 
| rushed to the kitchen to find izzys sick bucket knowing that it was gong to be a rough night.. 


DUFF POV 
| heard a loud bang downstairs so | quietly tip toed down to see an unhinged door and a sleeping Izzy, funny | 
thought that he went with Nikki.. | walked up to him and gently sat beside his resting form. | looked at his soft 


face and hollow skin | caress his bony cheeks slowly with my hand. 


"| love you Izzy. | would move mountains for you | would run straight through fire for you. | would love you in 
any shape or form you'd take, why can't you see that | love you unconditionally.. | softly whisper as the words 


leave my mouth | slowly lent down to lovingly press my lips to izzys soft ones. 


That shit ain't free! 


Author's Notes: 
Co written with sg.sixx 


Izzy's POV 


OK, maybe that dose was way too fucking high. But | feel fucking great. | don't want to come back. But now l'm 
sick as a dog. Small price to pay for going to fucking heaven. l'm in and out of it. | remember Axl taking me 


somewhere. | think I'm on my couch. Just leave me alone guys. I'm happy. 


| come to as | feel lips on mine. | opened my eyes and saw Duff hovered over me. | just look at him feeling 


numb and detached. 


"You fucking scare us when you do this Izz" he strokes my cheek. He quickly sits up as Axl returns with a 


bucket. "He needs to be on his side," Duff says, "so hevdont aspirate. 


So they roll me over on my side and | immediately puke again while Axl holds the bucket. "Get a wet towel," Axl 
instructs Duff whovlraves to do it. 


Axl looks down at me. He's mad, but scared. Being hurt, confused, or nervous makes him angry. "You're going to 
kill yourself with that shit one day Izz. Look at you, you're covered in sweat. Let me see your arms," he says 
grabbing and inspecting them. I'm too relaxed to pull my arm away. His fingers trace my bruised injection sites. 


He's horrified. "| knew you were lying to me about quitting. Look at your fucking arms!" 


Luckily Duff returns and | don't have to try to answer. Duff leans over me and starts wiping the sheen of 


sweat and oil from me. It's just the drugs working their way out. 

| manage to push Duff away. "limmmm fine..leave me alone." 

"The fuck you are!" Axl snaps. "How much did you do?" 

An euphoric faint smilevsweeps me, "Don't rightly know, Nikki cooked it up." 

| can't believe you left with that junkie piece of shit,"Axl hissed, "What the fuck were you thinking?" 
| don't answer. | was thinking about getting loaded, that's what. 


Axl looks to Duff. "Nikki said coke would sober him up." 


Duff knew all about coke sobering you up. He did it all the time when he drank too much. But | don't want to 


come around. 

“could be dangerous," Duff comments. 

"| don't want it," | say struggling to breathe. Smack does that. 
"Oh yes," Axl dictates to me, "Please |zz." 


Axl rarely begs. | know that he's all worried, but really, I'm fine. | quickly move back to the bucket as | dry 


heave and spill a little yellow stomach acid and spit. 
"Oh, yeah, you're just fine, " Axl sarcastically remarks. "Duff, get your coke. " 


"nol" | protect, "Just fuck off. I'm fine. | don't want fucking coke." Then | quickly sit up, "I've gotta go. I've gotta 
get to work. " 


"Got like this you aren't!"Axl points at me. "Take the coke them maybe.. From here, not the streets." 


| curl in a ball and fight puking again. | was sweating and kept going from hot to cold. "Fucking fine.. We need the 
cash, gimme the fucking coke." 


Duff leaves to go get his stash. 

Axl strokes my cheek, "I wish | knew why you were doing this to yourself” 

"You know why, you've done it before." | say through my labored breathing. 

"| never got like this!" 

| just sigh as Duff returns with coke. "Wasting your time and mine, | ain't doing it" 

"Yes you are, "Axl glares at me. 

Him and Duff sit me up and Duff sticks his fist with coke on it in front of me. "Come on Izz, it'll help." 
| shove his hand away and the coke goes everywhere like baby powder. 

‘that's it!" Axl says, "Find a needle Duff. We'll hold him down, more than one way to get it in him." 


"Leave me alone!" | blurt. 


"Nol"Axl says. "I bet he has one one him, check his boots," Axl tells Duff. 


Duff does and finds a loaded right of smack "Its got smack in it," He says examining it. Axl jerks it away and 


pushes the plunger down. The heroin goes all over the floor. 

"fuck You! That shit ain't free! " But they ignore me. 

Axl starts prepping a hit of coke whilevDuff tries to coddle me and wipe away sweat. Then Axl approaches with 
the needle in his teeth. "Hold him, " He tells Duff. Duffs weight comes across me. Axl ties my fucking arms to 
the leg of the couch so | can't fight. He ties my arm with a bandanna and sticks the needle in me. Within 
seconds | crash back down to earth. 

| sit up and grab the bucket and puke more. The rush of coke made me. 

"He looks better, " Axl nods. "I've got something to do, can you stay with him Duff? " 


"Yeah, no problem. " 


And they dragged me back from heaven and put me in the lucid state of reality, which is hell. | just wanted to 
be numb and happy. Just wait, first chance | get, I'm going back to heaven 


Handling drugs like a pro 


Author's Notes: 
Cowritten with sg.sixx 


DUFF POV 
| watched over a puking Izzy as | heard the door slam violently. | hope Axl doesn't do anything he'll regret or 
Izzy for that matter.. 


| look down at the fragile form of my rhythm guitarist he's shaking less thank god. | move to get up but a 
gentle bony hand grabs me softly, pulling me onto the dilapidated sofa. Cautiously Izzy crawls onto my warm 
lap and snuggles into my chest, 

"Your warm" he whispers while gently smiling, | let out a deep breath | didn't know | was holding. Izzy fuckin’ 
stradlin! Is in my lap! Calm down duff, it's ok.He started shaking in my arms, oh god he's not going through 
withdrawal again is he?! 


| looked down and saw the saddest cutest sight ever. Izzy was curled up holding on to my arm for dear life. He 


had a kicked puppy look and his eyes were huge. My heart both melted and broke at the same time. 


| scooped him up into my lanky toned arms, walked over to the record player and put on led Zeppelin. You know 


| always thought Izzy looked like Jimmy page though better looking obviously.. 


He squeaked as | started swaying to the sounds of Robert plants soothing voice. As we danced and swayed 
around the room. We did this for about half an hour before | realised that iz had fallen asleep aww he was so 


innocent when he was asleep, he still is at heart though Izzy has been through some fucked up shit. 

| carried his feather body to the bedroom we all shared and carefully placed his form into the springy 
mattress. | turned to leave the room when a small hand grabbed my leg,"Stay with me, please" he half 
whispered. 


"Sure" | smiled. 


Slowly | claimed into the bed. Gently | wrapped my strong arm around his waist and pulled him in so we were 
spooning comfortably and | kissed the top of his head 


AXL POV 
| stormed out the hell house sixx was gonna fucking pay | sped through the pouring rain straight to nikkis 
fucking house | knocked on the black door fuming when Nikki comes out there's gonna be helll 


But instead of Nikki | get about 3 extra inches of crazy black hair in the following of the world's most 


overactive drummer, and that's saying slot where drummers are concerned. 
"Who the fuck are you? " he looks down at me and scowls. 
"Axl Rose, " | say biting my tongue. But before | can ask him where Nikki is he's smiling. 


"oh, " he gleams, "You're the crazy as red read who stormed the castle and took away Nikki's entertainment 


huh?" 
"Is Nikki here? " | ask through my clenched teeth. 


"Well he does technically live here, and as luck would have it, yes, he's here, come in, " he waves me in like an 


all too eager puppy. "Hey you Nikki dude! That cock blocking red head is here to kick your ass!" Tommy then 


looks over at me, "No offense of course. ' 


This guy is even more dumb than Steven, if that's humanly possible. Then rounds the corner the spikes haired 


bastardized | came here to fucking murder. His smile goes into a sideways smirk when he sees me. 
"Top of the morning to you, did you bring the Lucky Charms?" 
My eyes narrowed at him. 


"Guess not dude, " Tommy shrugs at Nikki, "Think he just wants to kick your ass. If he can reach it from way 


down there." 
Nikki huffs, "So what brings you by red? " 
"Did you fuck him? "| ask point blank. 


"What a leading question. | was expecting how much drugs did we do or how'd | get him to my house, but no, 


you go straight to the punch. | like that. " 
"Stop avoiding the question! " | snap. 


His eyebrows raise, "Well unfortunately you sniffed him out before | could get to that. But since | have you 


here, maybe you could tell me if he's good enough to waste my time on 


| do my best not to fly up and punch him. Luckily l'm rational enough right now to know I'm overnumbered. 


"Fuck you, " | hiss, "You into necrophilia? Trying to kill him before you fuck him? " 
"Izzy handles his drugs like a pro, " he smiles lighting himself a cigarette. 


"Better than me? " Tommy pouts. 


Nikki exhales with a smell and nods to Tommy. 
"Izzy has enough problems without someone like you interfering. "| stated as calmly as possible. 


Nikki turns a curious expression my direction, "Oh does he now? " he says sounding more intrigued than he 


would be if he discovered some new drug. 
"Just stay away from him, " | warn. 


"Wrong approach Red " Tommy tisks, "Nikki always does the opposite of direct commands. You just told him to 
go for it." 


"He told me you weren't his boyfriend, " Nikki days slightly cocking his head, "But I'm gonna say you'd like to be. 


"Not your business, Just stay the fuck away from him. And keep your fucking drugs to yourself. " 

| bought the drugs from him, so technically they were his drugs. " 

| sigh in exasperation "You can buy anyone you want, Just stay away from Izzy. " 

"You're not convincing me yet, " Nikki shakes his head. 

"Nope, " Tommy wakes his head in agreement. 

Nikki just smirks at me with a still cocked head, "Don't you get it T-bone? l'm competition. Despite the fact 


that he isn't Izzy's boyfriend, he would very much like to be. If Izzy had other interests it would be a conflict 


in Axl's. Therefore Axl has to get rid of all competition He wants to take away all options so Izzy has only one, 


him. 


Tommy looks at Nikki like he just discovered fire, " Whoa dude, that's deep. " 


Nikki fucking sixx sitting in a cabinet 


IZZY POV 

| woke up to a fluffy lanky bass player this morning slightly drooling on the pillow that we were both currently 
sharing. Cute. Suddenly | remember all that happened last night.. The throwing up..the dancing..which was very 
nice.. The drugs... Oh god duff is probably gonna think Im vile! | hope that's not the case. 


As | was pondering the happenings of last night, the fluffy punk slowly opened his eyes and smiled the smile 
that could make even the most heavily addicted junkie put down the substances even if only for a short while. 
| stared back open mouthed,the sun caught his flaxen hair perfectly making it shine as if he came from 
heaven, which is probably true to be honest. Duff really is the Angel of the band Always ready to help me 
with the little groceries that | have,helping Steven with his drum kit if needed, fixing slash's strings for his 
guitar when he was busy at work or with a chick trying to get money for us all, | mean, Hell, he even helped 


Axl apologise when he smashed a old guys window during one of his tempers. 


While | was preoccupied admiring duff and his angelic ways. He had gotten up to go to the kitchen and make 
some breakfast. | gingerly got up and put one of Duff's punk t-shirts on. Bit big on me but it smells like him, 


the aroma of cigarettes and old records mixed perfectly for the exceptional scent that is duff mckagan. 


| shuffled into the cold kitchen and shivered as duff handed me a steaming cup of tea he smiled as | accepted 
it with a small smile similar to his, as he sat down he sighed and spoke, 


‘Izzy, | love you." Duff looked at me with smiling eyes and | started to cry. 


Quickly he got up worried at why | was upset, "was it something | said?" He whispered, concern in his chestnut 
eyes. | sat up abruptly shaking my head furiously, god why is he the only one who can do this to me. 


| leaped out of my seat into his warm arms, knocking us both onto the tiled floor. Duff looks a little shocked 
but before he can say anything l'm crashing my lips down on his. | kiss him with more ferocity than I've ever 
kissed anyone. But then, | wanted this. Duff has no idea how much | want this. He kisses back holding me to him 
with his long arms. With one motion he flips me onto my back. Our lips never part as the kiss deepens. His 


hands start to explore my body and | moan into his mouth as his hand goes down over my dick. 
"Duff, | want you," | pant." 


"God Izzy.. you don't know how long I've waited to hear you say that," Duff says staring down into my eyes. 
And he kisses me again This time it's soft, deep, and passionate. 


Then things start to grow. Our movements, the way we Touch, our kisses, it all grows. There's so much | 
wanted to say but | dare not remove my lips from his to say anything. l'm inclined to just let my body do the 
talking. But after a while the floor grows uncomfortable and | decide to suggest we get on the bed. But before 
| can say anything a loud groan can be heard inside cabinets under the sink. Duff and | quickly pushed away 
from one another and stare in shock as to what the fuck that was. 


All of the sudden the cabinet door opens and Duff and | watch as a mass of black hair and leather starts to 
materialize out in the floor a few feet from us. Then once the forms long legs are out it flops back on its 
back with another groan. | then realize it's Nikki. Shit, what's he doing in there? Did he hear us? Leave it to 
Nikki to pop up at the least unexpected moment, 


"Nikki?" | stare at him, "What the hell are you doing in the cabinet?" 


Nikki turns his head to look at us staring at him, "Very valid question to ask Izzy. | don't suppose you two 


might have an answer to that?" 
Duff and | just look at one another and shrug. 


"Well the last thing | remember is the wild party. Axl was looking for you," Nikki points at me. "He seemed 
pretty desperate to find you. After that.. | don't know, its blank." He sits up and leans back into the cabinets. 
He cocks his head looking at the two of us. A small smirk covers his face. "So what brings you two down to 


the floor?" 


| squirm feeling exposed in duffs oversized T-shirt and Nikki's intense stare My mouth opens to say something, 
but what do | say? | glance at Duff who just looks down and scratches his head. And Nikki's smirk just grows. 
Did he know? But before anything else is said there's a determined knock at the door. Some knocks you just 


know are normal, but some suggest anger, or authority, like a cop. This particular knock was both those things. 


Duff and | get up. Nikki just looks at the door from his spot on the floor. | unlock the door and open it. All | see 


is a flash of red move quickly into the room. Axl. 


AXL POV 

| barge in past my raven haired guitarist and see a sheepish looking duff, a weary Izzy and Nikki fucking Sixx 
sitting in a cabinet! "What the fuck is this? Is this some sort of sexual fetish junkies take part in now!" | yell, 
mainly at sixx, why the fuck is he in the damn cabinet! | look at him with a fierce glare before turning to my 
Izzy who was currently looking at duff and whispering into his ear with a smirk.okay.. Duff suddenly went 
bright red before nodding furiously and running right out the door. "What was that about?" | cautiously ask lz, 
his tongue can be lethal if you piss it off or scare it. He just shrugs and shuffles towards his room casually 


nodding at sixx as he leaves. 


That was weird. | think to myself before turning to the wild bassist in the cabinet, this was going to be a long 
day... 


